NEW   FRIENDS

now and then, quite uninvited, to luncheon; I am
almost always at home to luncheon at this time of year,
and we could have a better chance of talking than at a
formal dinner-party.' I had too much respect for Dean
Stanley's time and occupations, I hope, to abuse the
kindly privilege which he thus graciously gave me;
but I did make use of it on rare occasions, and I felt
proud of it always. Through Dean Stanley I came to
make the acquaintance, in some cases the friendship, of
many men and women, which I have found a source
of pleasure to me through all my lifetime since. One
evening in his drawing-room, before dinner, he suddenly
stopped in some talk he was beginning with me, while
the guests were assembling, and, taking the hand of a
new arrival, he said, 'Come here, Matt, and let me
bring you face to face with the man who says you are
only a miniature Goethe.' The new arrival was Mat-
thew Arnold, whom I had described in my * History of
Our Own Times9 as a miniature Goethe. ' Oh, come
now, I didn't say only a miniature Goethe,' I stammered
out. * If he could only convince me that I am a minia-
ture Goethe,' said Arnold, with a kindly smile, 4how
proud of myself he would make me.' My personal
acquaintance with Matthew Arnold began on that
fortunate day, and it continued until his too early
death.

At Dean Stanley's house I first met Professor Jowett,
whom I had always expected to find a sort of intellectual
tyrant; but whom, on the contrary, I found very good-
natured, agreeable, and gracious in manner. Through
Dean Stanley, also, I made the acquaintance of a very
remarkable woman, the late Lady Stanley of Alderley.
Lady Stanley, when I first came to know her personally,
was quite an old woman, but age had set its mark very

315in it, a,nd was always sustained by the
